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He would always tell us to " feel, feel all the time
that the power supreme that manifests itself in the sun
and the stars is the same, the same. I am the same, the
same is yourself. Take up this real self, this glory of
thine, contemplate this life eternal* meditate on this your
real beauty and forget clean all thoughts of the little
bodily ties as if you never had anything to do with these
false, seeming realities (nay shadows). "No death, no
sickness, no sorrows. Be perfectly happy, thoroughly
blissful, saturated with peace. Keep yourself thoroughly
collected above the body or the little self". This he
taught each and all.

To think that it has been my privilege to have met
and conversed with and aided such a holy man as Rama
is wonderful, He was a child of Aurora and emitted
his music from sunrise till evening. It matters not to
him what the clocks said or the attitudes or labours of
men were. His elastic and vigorous thoughts kept pace
with the sun so that the day was a perpetual morning.
"The millions are awake enough for physical labour,
but only one in a hundred millions for a poetic and
divine life/* So says Thoreau. Rama was one of such
rare souls who but occasionally visit this earth.

They say the sun is but-His photo,
They say that Man is jn His image.
They say he twinkles in the stars,
They say he smiles in fragrant flowers,
They say he sings in nightingales,
They say he breathes in cosmic air,
They say he weeps in winter nights.
They say he runs in prattling streams,
They say he sings in rainbow arches,
In floods of light, they, &ay, he inarches.

So Rama said and it is so.
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